Chapter 25
The GARDEN

OLGA WAS IN THE GARDEN WITH CONGO.
The garden was no longer what it had been when Wilson
had come. Superficially it was the same, because there were
no seasons here. The roses were out; the hibiscus and the
bougainvillea were still in bloom. The Cape jasmine was
still in flower; the blue flowers of the plumbago hedge were
still blue. But the actual flowers had changed. There were
new flowers, new buds; a new fragrance which resembled the
old exactly, but which was not the same. Her situation, Olga
felt, resembled that of someone walking along a river bank.
It was the same river, but the water was different. It changed
from minute to minute.
And she had changed with the flowers. She looked the
same, but she was not the same. Love had come into her life.
The incredible had happened. For the first time she re-
gretted things... regretted Fritz, Retief, Congo.
A woman and a beast... in a world that was a garden.
She picked a rose and threw it down.
For Congo things were changed, too. He picked up the
rose and smelt it. The perfume of flowers gave him pleasure.
He drew in the scented air and breathed it out. He did what
Olga did imitatively. But he also had an appreciation, which
ran parallel to his imitation. The perfume disturbed him*
It hurt him low down in his loins so that he put his hand on